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between the wall and the bathtub, and, to give her courage, brought Kaytek, our cat, to keep her compam Then I sewed up in the seams of my warm dress, which I kept handy for an emergency that might require a quick change back to civilian clothes, the ten-dollar gold piece once brought "for good luck" from a trip abroad.
Around midnight small groups of soldiers and liaison girls passed through the station on the way to their assigned posts Every group would tarry long'enough to say good-bye.
"At least for twTenty-four hours," Myszka said
"More probably forever," a man's voice corrected
'You're always crowing like a raven. What's the matter with you, anyway, Yanek?"
Td rather give it to them than take it."
"Anyone telling you not to?"
'I mean: attack I hate waiting for them to come and get us. It's always better to spring at their throats when least expected* You can loll a man stronger than yourself that way/*
"Well, there's no use taDdng about it now. We got our orders. Good-bye, Aneri n
"Good luck. God be with you,"
Finally, they had all passed into the night, and darkness closed behind their noiseless steps the way water closes after a diver. It was a hostile darkness, and I shivered when I saw a squat silhouette groping across the torn-up threshold and the debris of the broken door.
"Who's there?" I called sharply,
"The tower," a man's voice answered with the password of the day, and I relaxed. "Anen?" the man asked.
*Come in," I said curtly, motioning him across the pile of ruins.
"I have a letter for you from Colonel Matylda," he said, handing me a folded sheet of paper. I sat down on the floor and, by the small light of a tiny candle, which went